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and off we went. That were in Dalston
Lane and we went right up to Stoke
Newington and started fresh th^re, for to
tell the exact, there weren't no 'Ackney
Cottage 'Orspital as I knowed of, con-
sequently there weren't no Secretary.

But them Slops chivied us from place to
place, until at last we'd 'ad to go 'ome,
but we'd got near four quid. We 'ad
a try again nex' day and then I'm blest
if a Inspector didn't tell us 'ed run us in
if 'e caught us at it again. And they call
this a free country, what it never will
be while them plice is allowed to talk to
ladies as they do.

" Well," I says to Popsy, " we got to
find some charity what is to be found if
wanted, and then we'll get up a Bazaar.'*

" That would be nice," she says, " 'ow
about The Lost 'Ome for Cats."

" No," I says firm, "I've 'ad enough o'
cats, and 'orspitals do arst you sich ques-
tions, but there's a Football Club what
young Nosey Bill belongs to, as is in
want o' funds."

" 'Ow do you manage with them. Do
they give you a perstentage," she arsts.
She's a very ignorant woman reely.